mm nice. JL acre WHS <i smiling narrow-chested Italian woman who was seeking a reprieve from death. There was a dour-faced old Scotchwoman with large bones and humorous eyes who smiled at her own pain. Here I lived with immigrants and I was not of them.
My particular comrade was a young southern girl who had broken from the traditions of her Virginian family to come up north to study nursing, as I had broken from the old-world traditions of my family to enter the field of work for women. We spoke often of the difference in the beginnings of our lives; and we saw with wonder how like were we in thought, in speech, and attitude, and interests. Living there together in that house by the sea, we were two young women who were friends, and who were twenty-one,
One day we walked along the shore of the
